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this venture was, I believe, fairly successful, When the
Union came into port at Boston, he joined Mr. Dering
there, and on his return brought me a magnificent wax
doll, a magnificent creature, nearly as large as a live
baby!
He always read a great deal, in a desultory way.
Military works, travels, Biographies, History—and
novels! He frequently read aloud at that time to my
Mother, in the quiet evenings at Angevine. Of course
the books were all English, A new novel had been
brought from England in the last monthly packet; it was,
I think, one of Mrs, Opie's, or one of that school. My
Mother was not well; she was lying on the sofa, and he
was reading this newly imported novel to her; it must
have been very trashy; after a chapter or two he threw it
aside, exclaiming, "Z could write you a better book than
that myself r Our Mother laughed at the idea, as the
height of absurdity—-he who disliked writing even a
letter, that he should write a book!! He persisted in his
declaration, however, and almost immediately wrote the
first pages of a tale, not yet named, the scene laid in
England, as a matter of course, He soon became inter-
ested and amused with the undertaking, drew a regular
plot, talked over the details with our Mother, and re-
solved to imitate the tone and character of an English
tale of the ordinary type. After a few chapters were
written he would have thrown it aside, but our dear
Mother encouraged him to persevere; why not finish it,
why not print it? This last idea amused him greatly. He
usually wrote in the drawing-room, and after finishing
a chapter always brought my Mother in to hear it, One
day he left the room; the door was open, and I went in,
and  rpftr^H nnrlpr th<* •writineM-aKIp    Whinli   -nrao.

